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A Statue— 
A Bishop— 
The Apostolate 


By Catherine Doherty 














There are moments in all hu- 
man lives that stand out as a bea- 





con of light . . . never to be for- 
gotten. . . always to be remember- | 
ed, with a sense of indescribable | 
joy—and sometimes just as in-| 
describable awe. 

Such moments came to me, 
and to all of us at Madonna House 
in Combermere, on June eighth, 
Wednesday of Pentecost Week, 
1960! 

On this day at three p.m., our 
good Bishop-William J. Smith of 
Pembroke, Ontario officially in- 
stalled and blessed the statue of 
Our Lady of Combermere and 
welcomed it to his diocese. 

I know that over two hundred 
people were present ...I knew 
that over twenty-two priests hon- 
ored Madonna House with their 
presence. I knew that the day 
was beautiful sunny and 
clear ... that the garden was in 
flower . . that our choir sang the 
beautiful hymn of Our Lady of 
Combermere composed by one of 
our priests .. . All this I knew, 
and yet in a manner of speaking, 
I did not know it. For I seemed to 
be suspended between heaven and 
earth with the joy of it all! ...I 
seemed to be in the present and in 
the past .. 

Well I knew that I was in the 
garden of Madonna House partic- 
ipating in a beautiful and signif- 
icant ceremony. And yet it seem- 
ed that I was putting my scant 
belongings in the car of a good 
friend who was to drive me to 129 


| 
| 


Portland Street in Toronto. Only|P 


a few blocks, as it were, from Is- 
abella Street where I had been 
living previdusly . . . yet a journey 
beyond measure. 
Transition 

For I was moving from comfort- 
able quarters to the slums of that 
beautiful city. Henceforth, to 
serve, to live, to work, and to love 
. .. with the poor—which were so 
numerous in that year of 1930 in 
that cold day of October—the be- 
ginning of the great depression. 

I realized of course that I was 
standing in the grounds of Ma- 
donna House beholding a most 


beautiful statue of Our Lady,|° 


hearing the music of old dge Latin 
words blessing that statue. 

But somehow, I do not know 
how, I was on Rochester Street 
in Ottawa .. .opening yet another 
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foundation to feed the cold and 
hungry men... the transients. . 
so numerous in the year 1934 in 
the capital of Canada. 

Without transition, as it hap- 
pens sometime to human beings, 
I was walking the streets of Har- 
lem . . that barely boasted a tree 
surrounded by swarming kids 
and men and women with 
tired faces... going... going... 
toward 135th Street and our 
foundation, in that city within a 


city. ‘ 
Chicago . . . Marathon City, 
Wisconsin ...came out from 


nowhere and engulfed me again. 
Our house in Chicago. . . pov- 
erty . . . discrimination . . . little 


| Negro children at a summer camp | 


at our Marathon City, Wisconsin 
farm... white teeth flashing, and 
joy in every movement. 

How is it possible to be in one 
place, and at the same time in so 
many others? How is it possible to 
stand still and travel across the 
span of thirty years? For this Oc- 
tober will be thirty years since 


the foundation of our humble} 


Apostolate. 
Pearls and Balm 

The ceremony was finished . . 
the words of the Bishop fell into 
my heart like pearls of immense 
price, to be cherished forever. 

But they were more... they 
were wine and oil—balm on long 
standing and deep wounds. . . for 
journeys the like of which I had 
made in an instant, but in real- 
ity had lasted thirty years, are 
truly long journeys .. . for they 
are journeys of the spirit .. . not 
only of the flesh. And one cannot 
come out of them unscathed. . 
nor did I come out of them un- 
scathed... 

Often it seemed I was left lying 
on many strange and dusty roads. 
Often it seemed I was left bleed- 
ing and wounded, “beset by many 
robbers” — but. always the Lord 
seems to have lifted me up, and 
ut me to rest in the INN OF HIS 
MOST SACRED HEART. 

And now—all this was past... 
standing under the outstretched 
hands of Our Lady of Comber- 
mere .. Messenger of Love . . One 
good Bishop with every word was 
healing wounds of long standing. 

Yes, I was back from a journey 
that no one in truth can ever de- 
scribe. Standing in the beautiful 
grounds of Madonna House, with 
a heart so filled with gratitude 
and joy, that it seemed to me it 
would stop for the sheer weight of 
both . . . but it didn’t! It went 
on beating... fast and joyously 

. Singing alleluia! 

Another Gift 

As if all this were not enough, 
our Ordinary-Bishop Smith—laid 
in my hands, and the hands of 
all our Apostolate, yet another 
gift, that caused us all infinite 
joy and gladness. 

On June eighth, 1960 — the 
Wednesday of Pentecost — after 
Supper, at which he graciously 
honored Madonna House, he of- 
ficially and canonically proclaim- 
ed the Pious Union of Domus Do- 
minae (Madonna House) erected. 

In ordinary language, this 
means now that we are an of- 
ficial legal and canonical person 
in the eyes of the Church, as 
such .. .ie., a Diocesan Pious 
Union. 

Yes, Our Lady of Combermere, 
on the day of her official bles- 
sing through the hands of our 
good bishop, crowned our humble 
efforts of thirty years in the lay 
apostolate of the marketplace. . 
by including us officially, through 
the representative of her Son— 
our Bishop—into the religious 
family of the Church. 

Yes, there are moments in all 
human lives that stand out as a 
beacon of light. . never to be for- 
gotten. . always to be remembered 
.. . With a sense of indescribable 
joy .. and sometimes, just as in- 
describable, awe! 

FOR US OF THE APOSTOL- 
ATE OF DOMUS DOMINAE . 
MADONNA HOUSE ... JUNE 
EIGHTH ... WEDNESDAY OF 
PENTECOST, 1960. .. WILL AL- 
WAYS BE SUCH A DAY! 





Anyone of our readers in- 
terested in a pamphlet de- 
scribing “HOW OUR LADY 
OF COMBERMERE CAME 
TO MADONNA HOUSE ..” 
should write in for it. An of- 
fering to pay the postage will 
be gratefully accepted, but 
is not requested. 
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Editor’s Note: Many of our 
friends have. heard the song of 
Our Lady of Combermere, but few 
have read the poem which also 
bears Her name. To understand 
the poem, it is necessary to recall 
the origins of the word “‘Comber- 
mere.” “Combe” is an _ ancient 
French word which means a val- 
ley located high up in the moun- 
tains—a high plateau, itself sur- 
rounded by peaks. ‘“‘Mere” is the 
French word for ‘mother’. So 
“Combe” combined with “mere” 
gives us the word ‘“Combermere”, 
which can mean “Mother of the 
Valley high up in the mount- 
ains.” What is low in such a val- 
ley is also high, and what is high, 
from another point of view, is low. 
In the poem “heights” refer to 
perfect love of God and total sur- 
render to His holy will; whereas 
“depths” refer to the profound 
lowliness, and even “nothingness” 
of the virtue of humility as it ex- 
ists in a soul that is passionately 
in love with God. The author of 
the poem is Father Eugene Culli- 
nane. In his poetic imagery, he 
uses the literary device of placing 
his words on the lips of Our Lady 
of Combermere.) 


“T am the Lady of Combermere. 
It is My wish that you make clear 
The meaning of My name 

To all the little ones so dear 

To Me— 

To all who come to Combermere 
Aflame 

With love of Me. 


I am the Lady of Combermere, 
I am the Mother of the heights 
And depths 


-| Of love, 


The Mother of the Valley high 
above 
The lowly haunts of men. 


No one can come to Me 

Without ascending, 

And none can reach these heights 
Without descending 

Into lowly nothingness. 


Heights are low 
And depths are high 
At Combermere: 





All weakness here 

Is strength, 

And those who know 
How weak they are 
Are those who grow 
In grace and power. 


I am the Lady of Combermere. 
My home is built on heights 

Of lowliness, 

And lighted with the lamps 

Of emptiness, 


And filled with wondrous sights| 


Of loveliness 

That those alone can see 
Who walk in darkness 
And in Me. 


The atmosphere 

Is clear 

At Combermere, 

And clearest 

When the night is done 
And early morning mist 
Is rising 

Slowly 

With the rising sun. 


This is the Valley 

Where all sorrow 

Is a joy 

And all the painful crosses 
Happiness; 

This is where a winding river 
Pauses 

To become My bay— 

The place where love’s tomorrow 
Flows into today— 

So dear 

Is Combermere 

To me, 

So near 

My Heart, 

So much a part 

Of My sweet home 

In heaven. 


I am the Lady of Combermere. 
I am the Mother of the Valley 
High above 

The crumbling mountains 

And the falling stars 

Of all the Loveless love 

In man. 

I am the Mother of the Heights 
And Depths 

Of Love— 

The Mother of My Son, 

The God of Love 





Incarnate. 


By Eddie 


Ontario. 


hundred people. But perhaps Our 
like Fatima, and Lourdes, and a h 
Rain and Sunshine 

It was no miracle that produc- 
ed this shrine. There was no ap- 
parition. There was no spectacu- 
lar occurrence of any kind. It was 
only the coming of 
ful statue—and perhaps the love} 
of the people in and around Ma-| 
donna House—that caused it to} 
become a place of devotion and 
of pilgrimage. 

The statue, carved by Miss 
Frances Rich of Santa Barbara, 
California, and cast in bronze in 
Florence, Italy, arrived in Com- 
bermere on April 26th, the feast 
of Our Lady of Good Counsel. It 
was erected, on top of three thou- 


BISHOP SMITH BLESSES 
COMBERMERE SHRINE 


Doherty 


The newest shrine in Christendom—and the humblest and 
the least pretentious—was blessed on June 8th, at Madonna House 
by His Excellency, the Most Rev. W. J. Smith, Bishop of Pembroke, 


Combermere is a mere crossroads village lost in the vastness of 
this Canadian province; a town forgotten or ignored by most of the 
map-makers; a community that h 


as seldom boasted more than @ 
* Lady loves the humble places— 
undred other shrines. 
prayer to Our Lady of Comber- 
mere: 

“Oh Mary! You desire so much 
ito see Jesus loved! Since you love 
ime, this is the favor which I ask 


a beauti-| of you—to obtain for me a great 


personal love of Jesus Christ. You 
obtain from your Son whatever 


|you please; pray then for me... 


that I may never lose the grace 
of God. . . that I may increase in 
holiness and perfection from day 


|to day ... and that I may faith- 


fully and nobly fulfill the great 
calling in life which your Divine 
Son has given me...” 

All over the lawn, priests and 
lay men and women were pray- 
ing aloud for the first time say- 





sand pounds of cement, on May 
17th, the thirteenth anniversary 
|of the opening of Madonna House. | 
| It rained on that anniversary 
| day, but the boys at Madonna) 
|House worked ceaselessly, erect-| 
jing a block and tackle arrange-| 
|ment on a tripod fashioned out of | 
{long and slender logs, and bring- 
ing Our Lady down, gently as a 
leaf from the tree, onto the site 
selected for her. Those who watch- 
ed stood hours in the rain, pray- 
ing silently, heedless of the down- 
pour. One noted that the new 
shoots at the ends of the pine 
tree branches stood up, like 
candles on an altar, as the statue 
emerged from its wooden box and 
took its place upon the lawn—and 
now and then a glitter of rain 
made those ‘‘candles” look like so 
many lighted tapers. 

But on the 8th of June the sun 
was unbelievably warm, and the 
air incredibly and delightfully 
cool. There was a Sunday atmo- 





the people. 
The Visit of a Friend 

Some of the neighbors estimat- 

ed the crowd at “anywhere” be- 
tween 400 and 500 men, women, 
and children”; but to us in Ma- 
donna House the figures seemed 
not nearly so ambitious. Guests 
began arriving early in the after- 
noon. By 3 o’clock, when His Ex- 
cellency arrived, people were 
standing in little groups all over 
the grounds. The bishop’s pres- 
ence started them moving toward 
the site of the shrine. His Excel- 
lency, in his purple robes and a 
beautiful lace rochet, came strol- 
ling through the little cedars, 
around the rock garden, toward 
the grove of tall pines near the 
road. There was a sudden hush, 
and a feeling of excitement. 

The Bishop came in a friendly, 
leisurely, sort of way, stopping to 
greet an old friend, to smile at a 
wondering child, to let some man 
or woman kiss his ring. 

There was no formal procession. 
There was no pomp or ceremony. 
Twenty or more priests were pres- 
ent, some of them in cassock and 
surplice, but they were not group- 
ed about him. They walked as 
simply through the crowds as he 
did. They took their places near 
the statue, wherever they chose— 
some liking the sun, some _ the 
shade. 

The Staff Workers and Staff 
Worker Applicants stood close to- 
gether, hymn books in their 
hands. With them were all the lo- 
cal directors of the Madonna 
House apostolate — here in con- 
vention. 

First Public Prayer 

The bishop read and sang the 
words of the blessing. He sprinkl- 
ed the statue with holy water. 
He sent the fragrant smoke of in- 
cense up and around it. He used 
the ritual fashioned for him 
many hundreds of years ago. But 
when he had finished, he said the| 
prayer to which he himself has 
given an indulgence of 100 days; 
the prayer that the people of 
Madonna House have been say- 


ing every day for years: the 





sphere about the day, and about) 


ing together, publicly, the pray- 
ier to Our Lady of Combermere! 
When he had finished this pray- 
‘er, the Bishop turned and faced 
his al fresco congregation. He was 
standing before the statue, be- 
tween its wide-flung arms, and 
beneath its tender loving face. He 
spoke of his first visit to Madon- 
na House, on August 45th, 1945, 
V-J Day, the feast of Our Lady’s 


| Assumption, my wife, Catherine’s 


birthday, and the end of the sec- 
ond world war—when the idea of 
an Apostolate was conceived. “I 
gave verbal approbation to the 
work . . and later a formal one for 
this house to be the headquarters 
of the lay apostolate and the ru- 
ral apostolate. Of course nobody 
then envisioned what the future 
would hold. I did not realize that 
in 15 ge such great things 
would be accomplished here.” 
Blessed and Blessing 

He spoke of Fatima then, and 
of Lourdes, both of which he had 
visited last year. And as he talk- 
ed, the statue he had come to 
bless, seemed to be blessing him 
with a special fond and tender 
blessing. It also seemed to be 
blessing all the people within the 
range of his voice, those in the 
brilliant sunlight, and those in the 
cool thick shade. 

“This afternoon”, he said, “in 
this very blessed part of the di- 
ocese, in this very beautiful part 
of the world, in this month of 
June, I know that, as the years go 
by, great graces will flow out all 
over this diocese, all over Can- 
ada and the United States, and 
all over the rest of the world, 
through Our Lady of Comber- 
mere and the great work to which 
these people have dedicated their 
lives. 

“In blessing the Statue of Our 
Lady of Combermere, when I of- 
fered the prayer to Our Lady of 
Combermere, I had all of you 
in mind. I had also in mind 
the thought that a great 
deal of the work necessary 
to bring the world to the 
feet of Our Lady will depend on 
the loyalty and devotion of the 
friends of Combermere, friends of 
the great work that has been es- 
tablished here. There has been 
much progress here. The hand of 
God is in it... we hope that God 
will continue, through the hands 
of Our Blessed Mother, the Dis- 
penser of all graces, to bless this 
hallowed spot and make it mem- 
orable in the social doctrine of 
the Church.” 

The Bishop’s Approval 

He made it plain to all that he 
approved of Madonna House and 
its apostolate: 

“T want to express to Mr. and 
Mrs. Doherty and the Staff my 
Seay of the work they are 
doing... .I am heartily in accord 
with their work. The fact that I 
do not come here very often does 
not mean that I do not pray for 
their work and bless it in absentia. 

“I want to express a welcome to 
the priests who have come from 
outside the diocese . . . on this 
very auspicious occasion when we 

(Continued on Page 4) 
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Red is the color of 


. if passion has a color. 


communion . 


Love . 


for having forgotten His. 


us. 


of ours . 





WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


Red is the color of summer. . 
where poppies and roses abound. Red is the color of 
summer in the wilderness. . 
raspberries and other small berries peek lusciously 
through the green of their 
of summer in the vegetable garden . 
ripen under the hot sun of 


Love .. the Holy Ghost... 


Monasteries and Convents have been founded 
throughout the centuries in honor of the PRECIOUS 
BLOOD. Daily in Catholic Churches, where Masses 
are celebrated the world-over, Catholics 
.. the BODY AND BLOOD OF CHRIST 
. UNDER THE SYMBOL OF BREAD AND WINE. 


Precious, indeed, is the blood of Christ . . shed 
for the sins of men. Shed in a passionate love of the 
soul of men. Shed in infinite, indiscribable pain! 


Has it been shed in vain? 


He shed it to bring us peace. His peace that no 
one can take away. But we, the men He died for. . 
the men He so passionately loves, reject His peace. . 
and hence are on the brink of a total destructive war. 


He shed it to bring the Kingdom of Heaven 
upon earth . .. to give us happiness, the like of which 
we have never known. But we seem oblivious of His 
. of His Precious Blood—and all that lies be- 
hind its shedding. We refuse to accept Christ’s King- 
dom. Turning our back upon it, we try to build our- 
selves a kingdom of our own, which crumbles, even as 
we build it, under our foolish hands. 


Perhaps there will be a summer . . not too dis- 
tant .. . where we shall finally see the face of truth, 
because we shall have to shed our red blood to pay 


Perhaps this is the only way—that we'll finally 
understand how precious His blood really was. 


Let us pray that this might not happen. It 
should not happen, if we read the pages the Lord has 
written us in His beautiful book of nature. If we really 
saw what we were looking at... we would know that 
the red of summer in roses and berries, poppies and 
tomatoes, simple, humble little things, should remind 
us of His Precious Blood. . and the remembrance of it 
should bring us peace, and rest in Him and His love of 


This rest and this peace would give us time to 
think, and to understand that His Kingdom is still at 
hand ... that it still can begin on this tragic earth 
. .if only we enter with the same love with 
which He made it ready for us. 


in a garden 
. where strawberries and 


branches. Red is the color 
. where tomatoes 


July. 


blood. Red is the color of 
Red is the color of passion 
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Japanese Bazaar 











“In July our Catholics and Cat- 
echumens”, writes a missionary 
from Japan, “are running a ba- 
zaar to pay for new statues in- 
stalled in a church. Some of our 





friends have asked how they 
might help. If they could send us 
boxes of old religious articles, 
ladies’ accessories, jewelry, knick- 
knacks, etc., we could mount 
these attractively on cards and 
sell them. There is enough time 
to send them, and we would ap- 
preciate anything one sends, even 
money.” The letter was signed. 
Rev. George J. Hirschbolck, M.M., 
Holy Spirit Catholic Church, Go- 
sho No unchi Cho 4, Kinugasa 
Kitaku, Kyoto, Japan. 





Pilgrimage to 
Cap de Madeleine 











A pilgrimage for New Cana- 
dians has been organized for July 
10th at the national shrine of Our 
Lady of the Cape. Bishop Francis 
A. Marroco, bishop of Toronto, 
will preside. These 
and refugees of a short time ago 
will pray and sing in their native 
tongues at the shrine. The day 
will begin with an “open air Mass” 
to be celebrated by Bishop Mar- 
rocco. An Eastern Rite Mass will 
be celebrated in St. Magdalen’s 
Oratory, beside the shrine, at 
11.30 o’clock, for Ukrainians. 





A Love Letter 
To Almighty God 


By Eddie Doherty 











Dear God, Infinite Perfection: 
Your letter came to me upon the 
waters. And I saw You, as in a 
glass, darkly. When shall I see 
You face to face? 

We were in one of Your Madon- 
na House boats, Father Callahan 
and I, a gray and maroon boat on 
a steel gray river, under a steel 
gray sky smeared with dark and 
slate-gray clouds. Father Calla- 
han was fishing. I was watching 
him—and You. 

The Laughing Coot 

We were moored to a birch 
limb that had been thrust into 
the shallow bottom of the Mada- 
waska, close to the wild rice beds 
and the rounded grass-and-mud 
house of the muSkrats. On the 
shore, not far away, brown cows 
mowed the fresh green grass. I 
watched them too, idly, and lis- 
tened to the monotonous tinkle- 


tattle of the cowbell. I listened) 


also to the croaking of the frogs, 


then an unseen coot called to us 
from across the stream its voice 
something like the laugh of a 
hyena and the barking of a dog 
and the cry of a loon. 

The fish were having fun, leap- 
ing as though to avoid one an- 
other—or perhaps to get a better 
look at the man who was trying to 
catch them. The birds were play- 
ing some kind of game that made 
them fly slowly across the river 
and the reeds—to perch on a 
reed-top, when they could, and 
sway with it until it bent beneath 
their weight. 

All around us, rising from the 
sparkling gray river, were the 
eternal hills, God. I love the way 
You splashed Your colors on 
them, the thousands of shades of 
green You used, the numerous 


tints of brown and yellow and_| 


gray, the unexpected dabs of lav- 
ender and red and orange, and 
the sombre patches where You 
left the naked rock exposed. Those 
hils paraded there before me, 
singing of Your power and Your 
glory and Your exquisite sense of 
beauty. 

: The Shining Hills 

They sang like Your angels. . 
“the angels praise Thy majesty, 
the Dominions worship it, the 
Powers stand in awe. The heavens 
and the heavenly hosts and the 
blessed Seraphim join together in 
celebrating their joy. With whom, 
we pray Thee, join our voices also, 
while we say with lowly praise: 
‘Holy, holy, holy Lord God of 
Hosts. Heaven and earth are full 
of Thy glory. Hosanna in the 
highest.” 

The water lay like a bright gray 
satin cloth. Except in the vicinity 
of the wild rice, there wasn’t a 
wrinkle in it. The air was still, 
and enough light poured down 
to make the stream a mirror. Hea- 
ven and earth, upside down, re- 
flected in all their colors and all 
their details, were indeed filled 
with Your glory. And they were 
encompassed in that small smooth 
sheet of water! 

And You were there too, God! 
You Who seeded Your infinite 
fields with billions of suns and 
billions of solar systems, You 
were there in this tiny speck of 
Earth! You were there in all 
Your glory! 

There was an illusion there 
too, the illusion of impossible 
great depths. The pines on the 
nearer bank seemed longer hang- 
ing down in the water, than 
standing up above the grazing 
herd. The gray clouds that moved 
sluggishly above them, pondering 
rain, were not too high above the 
topmost pine cone. Yet, in the 
water, those same clouds—-still 
wondering whether to pour or 
not to pour—moved far far below 
the lengthened image of the trees. 
And below them was an infinity 
of depth; just as there is an infin- 
ity of height, or space, beyond the 
highest cloud, the farthest star. 

The Swimming Hills 

The hills had tumbled in too, 
without a splash, and were stand- 
ing on their heads. The rags of 
clouds they had worn to keep 
away the sun, floated thousands 
of feet below them. I was there, 
my silly face looking up at me. 
The boat was. there. The birch 
limb, our hitching post, was 
there. I knew it was not more 
than ten feet long; yet it seemed 
to have gone uncounted miles 
downward until it found the 
mud that would hold it fast. 

And Your letter was there, writ- 
ten in duplicate. “What you see”, 
it said, if I deciphered it correctly, 
“is but an imperfect reflection of 
a small part of My earth and a 
tiny section of My Heaven. What 
you are is an imperfect reflection 





of Myself!” 





God, creator of all the billions 
of men who ever lived, who ever 
will live; the face of one man can 
reflect Your might, Your love, 
Your glory! I am not such a man. 
I am a bad reflection of you, one 
filled with many illusions. Yet to 
reflect You, in any way, is a 
privilege beyond expressing. 

On every mirror in Madonna 
House some woman’s vivid lipstick 
has written the words “God’s im- 
age.” A man looks at himself in 
the morning and is appalled, or 
discouraged—or at least repelled 
—at the sight of his own face. 
Then he sees the words, and re- 
members he was made in Your 
image and likeness. So he can 
shave in peace. 

Why do You love us so, Lord, 

And We Love You! 
that You make us in Your image? 
Is it because we are Your little 
children, weak and flabby and 
terribly in need of love and en- 
couragement and advice? Is it 
because You love a battler, a 
weakling who fights himself that 
he may be strong for You? Do 
You love the angels too? They 
have no faults. They do not have 
to fight. Did You make them also 
in Your image? I do not think 
You love them more than us; for 
You did not woo them as You 
wooed mankind. And every lover 
loves most the one not easily woo- 


; }ed and won. 
which sounded, at times, like the 
beating of Zulu drums. Now and) 


We can fight for You Lord, 
and we can die for You. The an- 
gels cannot die, even for You! 
Poor Angels. 

You might have made me a 
fish, a bird, a muskrat, a mo- 
squito, a cowbell, or a cow. You 
could have created me as a reed, 
a tree, a ripple in the water, even 
a passing breath of air. You 
might have chosen me as one of 
the angels that stand forever near 
Your throne. I am glad You made 
me a mere slob of a man, an or- 
dinary, stupid, stumbling, sweaty, 
ornery, Sinful mess of frailties 
and faults ..and gave me an 
angel to worry about me all my 
life and bring me to You at life’s 
end. Or should I say “life’s begin- 
ning? 

Man or angel, I have Your holy 
promise of immortality. 

I rejoice that I am a man and 
not an angel. An angel cannot 
show Your face to men. An angel 
canot kneel before Your altar and 
thrust out his tongue — as Your 
children do—and be fed with the 
Body and Blood of Your Son, 
Jesus. It is only on human ton- 
gues, You are placed, God, by 
Your priest. It is only to men You 
come as food. You come to us out 
of a chalice of gold into the 
chalice of our flesh. And we hold 
You. You are ours, and we are 
Yours. 

She is Our Queen Too 

You did not make Yourself an 
angel to redeem the hosts of Sa- 
tan when they rebelled against 
You. But when men defied and 
disobeyed You, and lost the king- 
dom for which You made them, 
You did become a man. You were 
born as one of us, from a woman, 
not an angel. You made that wo- 
man the queen of all Your angels. 
And You lifted the human body 
to a region high above the angels; 
for You gave it Your Own divinity. 

Mary and her Son were perfect 
mirrors of You, God; and the 
saints were mirrors also. The hol- 
ier the saint, the clearer the glass 
through which he showed Your 
face. 

We do not appreciate the love 
that made You cast us in Your 
image. We do not appreciate the 
bodies You provided for our 
souls. Some men pretend to de- 
spise the body—that they may 
seem angelic. Some worship the 
body as a god. Some act as if they 
had invented it, and had a right 
to claim a patent for such proces- 
ses as digestion, elimination, 
sleep, and the ebb and flood tides 
of the blood. And some seem_actu- 
ally to believe they will find a 
simpler way of creating life, 
though all they have done so far 
” to invent new ways of ending 
it. 

A Cracked Glass 

Millions of men have never 
seen Your face, God. Hence there 
is much ugliness in the world, 
much horror, confusion, despair, 
and fear. We who are Your mir- 
rors must show Your beauty to 
them, Your love, Your wisdom, 
and Your peace. I am an atroci- 
ous sort of mirror. I confess it, 
not in humility, but in truth. But 
I would be the best there is. Is 
that pride speaking, Lord? Or is 
it the natural desire of one who 
loves? Strange as it seems, I do 
love You—in my fashion. I want 
to love You more. 

Ii You compare me to the av- 
erage looking glass I will suffer 
frightfully; for I am chipped and 
cracked and dimmed; my surface 
is spattered with ugly scars; and 


~|I am covered with dust and dirt. 


Take me to Your repair shop and 
make me shiny new. Br my 
glass and throw it away, and put 
new glass in the old frame, no 
matter what the cost. 

If You compare me to the 
river I will suffer even more: for, 
while I do not think I am_.a cess- 





pool, I cannot claim to be much 


more than a shallow mud puddle, 
one showing more scum, mildew, 
green mold and _ foul-smelling 
muck, than good clean water. 
Even at best it shows distorted 
pictures of You, for the winds of 
the world make mischief in it. 
Then, thick layers of snow and ice 
cover it, in season and out; and 
frequent dust storms hide it. 
Fish for Father Cal 

God, wash all the filth out of 
me. Replace the muck with clean 
white sand. Broaden me. Deepen 
me—not with illusion but with 
authentic depths. Shelter me 
from the malice and distortion of 
the gale, so I may show You 
clearly to the world. A river must 
have peace to show an image. And 
let those looking on me see, not 
me at all, but only You. (And, oh 
yes, fill me with nice big fish, for 
Father Callahan.) 

Only the saints are true reflect- 
ors of You Lord. Therefore I dare 
ask You to make me a saint, a tre- 
mendous saint. This may be dif- 
ficult even for You, to Whom 
nothing is impossible. I will give 
my feeble help. An angel cannot 
be a saint. But a saint can love 
You like an angel. And if any man 
can love You better than an angel, 
let me be that man! 

Lord, if You can make a saint of 


me—what can You not do for oth- | 


er men? I shall be the least of all 
the tremendous saints! Amen! 
Amen! 

Jesus has said, “If you ask the 
Father any thing in My name, He 
will give it to you... ask, and 
you shall receive.” Father, I ask 
this in His name. 

Someone else has said that fools 
rush in where angels fear to tread. 
All men are fools, Lord. But I do 
not intend to be a damned fool. 
So help me to become a saint. 

Your crazy unangelic Eddie. 


Looks At Books 


“What They Ask About Morals” 
by Monsignor J. D. Conway, April, 
1960; $4.95; Fides Publishers; 
365 pages reviewed by J. 
Thomasmeyer. 

Following the Church’s keryg- 
matic trend in catechetics, this 
compilation of the highlights of 
recent Question Box articles does 
much to emphasize God’s infinite 
love for us. Here.is sound Church 
doctrine and fundamental ethics 
presented in a direct manner. The 
author’s sense of humor provides 
many chuckles, and omits the po- 
tential dryness which could creep 
into this type of work. In present- 
ing the Church’s_ standings on 
such topics as modern dating cus- 
toms, marital morality, sterility 
pills, fast and abstinence, excom- 
munication, racial integration, 
and others, Msgr. Conway ac- 
centuates the positive. 

God offers “only pity, love pa- 
tience and the proffers of grace” 
to His children who live at a time 
when ‘the entire secularism of 
our materialistic age is foreign to 
the Catholic ideal which would 
entertwine religion thoroughly 
into the fabric of daily living.” 

Called by the sacraments of 
Baptism and Confirmation to 
carry Christ to the market place; 
the modern Catholic sees his po- 
sition in the ‘‘strong current of 
custom against which he must 
swim.” And how easily can he 
“come up with a compromise be- 
tween conscience and custom.” 

Msgr. Conway is a pastor who 
knows his lay people, and whose 
church boundaries, by means of 
the Catholic press, extend across 
the North American continent. 
Personally, lovingly, tactfully, 
humorously, and, when necessary, 
bluntly, he answers questions sent 
to him by Catholics, and some 
non-Catholics,’who desire to live 
the Truth in truth. When possible, 
replies are brief and to the point. 
Canon Law, the Old and New 
Testaments, the Summa Theo- 
logica, Gregory the Great 
numerous contemporary moral 
Theologians, and others, provide 
factual data for the verities con- 
tained in this book. 

“The Church is concerned with 
men as individuals created by God 
and endowed by Him with spiritu- 
ough replies are necessary, this 
pastor minces no words to explain 
al and immortal souls.” Because 
of this, where lengthy and thor- 
to his sheep the why’s of the 
Church’s position on topics such 
as invalid marriage, suicide, racial 
prejudice, love, jealousy and envy, 
capital punishment, Friday ab- 
stinence, income tax evasion, 
gossip, reasons for the Index of 
Forbidden Books, and many other 
pertinent topics, 

“Life is not a simple current to 
be easily controlled by rigid rules,” 
hence, many moral cases must be 
considered according to their in- 
dividual circumstances. What is 
important is that the Catholic 
sees himself as one infinitely lov- 
ed by a merciful God, as one who 
must fully realize that sin is the 
greatest evil on earth, and as one 
who understands that although 
“fear may keep us from sin, love 
sanctifies.” 

















Northern Lights 


By Father Eugene Cullinane 








On a night in early June the 
Northern Lights appeared in Com- 
bermere. It happened that I was 
at Madonna House, having just 
arrived for the annual Directors’ 
Meeting. I was standing on the 
banks of the beautiful Madawas- 
ka watching the dancing moon- 
light on the water. Shimmering 
light. Sparkling bright. Entranc- 
ing sight! 

It was then that I looked up 
and saw directly above me the 
Northern Lights. And they were 
the YUKON Northern Lights, or 
so it seemed. The shafts or ribbons 
of light went straight up from all 
around the sky, converging cone- 
like. The sky sudenly became 
alive with them, and all the 
dancing shafts of light seemed 
to come together and meet in a 
peak directly over Madonna 
House. 

For a few short moments the 
heavens were a_ cathedral of 
Northern Lights. I stood so small 
under the vaulted arches of light 





that reached from all horizons to 
|the very pinnacle of the sky. 
Was this a symbol of the future 
|of Madonna House? I had a strong 
feeling—I might even say a deep 
|conviction—that Madonna House, 
|so tiny and so small as yet, was 
the CATHEDRAL OF LIGHT that 
somehow, in the mystery of God’s 
love and in His own good time, 
would reach out to all the horiz- 
ons and all the continents of the 
world! 

This conviction is not new with 
me. It came to me seven years 
ago and has abided with me ever 
since. It brought me under the 
outstretched, sheltering arms of 
Our Lady of Combermere and 
made me one of Her own priests. 
Or, possibly, it was the Lord Him- 
self who touched my eyes and 
gave me the vision to see Her 
seven years before the historic 
date of June 8th, 1960 when her 
shrine at Madonna House was 
blessed and dedicated by the 
Bishop of Pembroke, thus placing 
the official seal of the Church, 
and therefore of God, upon our 
childlike devotion to Our Lady of 
Combermere. 

It is this conviction that made 
it possible for me to write the 
poem, and also the words of the 
hymn, which bear the title of 
“Our Lady of Combermere.” 

It is this conviction which gave 
me the poetic fancy to write an- 
other little poem entitled ‘The 
Future of Madonna House”, in 
which I place these words on the 
lips of Our Lady of Combermere: 
“O Endless Symphony 
Of Praise and Glory! 

O Blessed Tapestry 

Of Light and Love and Beauty! 

O Splendour Unimaginable 

And sweet repose for everyone in 
heaven! 

How I exult 

And race across the stars 

Alerting all the angels 

At this ecstatic sight 

Which changes centuries 

In their course, 

Defeats the demons 

And sweeps 

With one majestic stroke 

A continent of souls 

Upward into heaven 

Who were about to be 

Swept downward 

Into hell. 

Salvation of My priests! 

Glory of the Church! 

Universal rebirth. 

Of Faith and Love on earth! 

Magnificent story, 

Never ending, 

Blending 

With Eternity, 

Written by My slaves— 

The little children of Comber- 
mere.” 

You can imagine how I felt last 
June 8th in Combermere when, 
seven years after that poem was 
written, Bishop Smith of Pem- 
broke gave my poetic fancy the 
solid foundations of substance 
and reality. Acting in his official 
role as Bishop of the Diocese, suc- 
cessor of the Apostles and repres- 
entative of Christ’s View on 
earth, he blessed the statue and 
erected the shrine of Our Lady of 
Combermere. : 

Then he said: “This afternoon, 
IN THIS VERY BLESSED PART 
OF THE DIOCESE, in this very 
beautiful part of the world, in 
this month of June, I KNOW 
THAT, AS THE YEARS GO BY, 
GREAT GRACES WILL FLOW 
OUT ALL OVER THIS DIOCESE, 
ALL OVER CANADA AND THE 
UNITED STATES, AND ALL 
OVER THE REST OF THE 
WORLD, THROUGH OUR LADY 
OF COMBERMERE AND THE 
GREAT WORK TO WHICH 
THESE PEOPLE HAVE DEDI- 
CATED THEIR LIVES.” 
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- The | 
Lay Apostolate 


By C. Doherty 











The growth of the Lay Apostol- 
ate throughout the world is one 
of the miracles of the twentieth 
century. To consider that it start- 
ed in the middle of the twenties, 
and by 1960 in truth covers the 
face of the earth. . both in Europe, 
America and in foreign lands... 
is to indeed realize a _ miracle 
of grace palpable and visible 
amongst us. 

It can also be said that it was 
born, grew, and was confirmed by 
the Popes . . especially by Pope 
Pius XII... who can almost be 
considered the founder of all the 
Lay Apostolates now existing. . 
and especially those of a totally 
consecrated life of the laity in the 
world. 

The need for the Lay Apostolate 
in home and foreign misions is so 
self-evident these days that few 
question it. : 

However, the obstacles to it are 
still immense . . . and to be ex- 


pected. For the forces of evil ob-| 
viously will have to-fight it. And| 


fo this the Lay Apostolate is 
ready. But, there are other forces 


that mitigate against its growth} 


that needn’t be there, and that 
exist perhaps because there is as 
yet no over-all correlating agency 
that could easily eliminate them. 

To mention but a few. It is ob- 
viously evident that the effective- 
ness of any given Lay Apostolate 
lies in the depth and thorough- 
ness of the training of its mem- 
bers. 

Much of that training must per- 
force be received from Institutions 
of learning .. for professional 





ledge to an apostolic group to do 
the work of the Lord better.. 

Why must so much “gold” pass 
hands to broaden the vision of. a 
human soul of its God and His 
works? 

Couldn’t Conventions and short 
Summer Courses be gaited to a 
more simple standard—at least 
for lay apostles? 

Couldn’t those in charge of 
them arrange accommodations 
specifically for lay apostles who 
truly dedicate their lives to chas- 
tity, obedience, and poverty in the 
simple gospel form? 

We wouldn’t mind inconven- 
iences . . . dormitory style living 
. . for these we have with us al- 
ways. Couldn’t members of the 
CFM apostolate be asked to open 
their houses to lay apostles? 

Couldn’t addresses of cheap 
cafeterias be given, where lay ap- 
ostles could eat? Couldn’t they re- 
ceive complimentary tickets to 
dinners where eminent speakers 
would talk? 

Truly—it seems that the time 
is really ripe for a reappraisal of 
these points... with the lay apos- 
tolate growing by leaps and 
bounds. 

Perhaps more simplicity, and 
more down-to-earthiness could} .: 








}desperately need to attend for the 


take place .. for it is truly becom-| [% ~ 
ing impossible financially for lay| | 
apostles of the marketplace to at-| 
tend such gatherings, which they 





glory of God—because of the pro- 
hibitive financial outlay. 

To those who come to get 
knowledge of God and the things| 
of God to pass it on to the dwel-| 
lers of the marketplace .. . it is| 
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The Power 
Of Love 


By Rey. Emile Briére 











There will be no Third World 
War, no major catastrophy, no 
irreparable calamity. For Our 
Lady of Combermere has come. 
On May 17th, anniversary of the 
fountain of Madonna House by 
Catherine and Eddie Doherty, her 
statue was firmly set, by the men’s 
department, upon a concrete base. 
jit was blessed by Bishop Smith, 
on Pentecost Wednesday, in a 
simple, moving, unforgettable 
ceremony. 

Our Lady of Combermere is here. 


and wise Lady, has come to Com- 
bermere and to the world. With 


protect all, her cape flying, she 
|rushes to her children’s assist- 
ance. 

Ready to Love 





' |ly. She stands now on the grounds 
' |of Madonna House ready to con- 
sole and strengthen all who visit 
|her, ready to fill with love the 
many young men and women who 
will train here for missionary 
and apostolic work all over the 
world. The power of her love ra- 
diates unmistakably from _ this 
blessed representation, bringing 
|peace, healing, love to men. 

She has come to reassure us, to 
| tell us that all is well, that God 
|is Love, that we should forget our 
|fears and revive our hope. Her ar- 
|ival introduces a new era, a new 


The gentle, tender, loving, strong| 


arms extended to embrace and/! 


She came quietly, unobtrusive-| 


sence of the lay apostolate is that 
they have none of this commodity, 
or very little of it. 

Since they are mindful of the 
words of Christ ... “Go forth .. 
and take neither gold nor silver.” 


knowledge often is the key to an|-:- 


otherwise closed area of apostolic 
activity. 

The expenses of such a training 
are staggering, even for an ordin- 
ary well-to-do family with a few 
children. What problems it pre- 
sents to the directorate of a given 
apostolate—no one can guess ex- 
cept that directorate. 

Even short summer courses 
with their high tuition, high liv- 
ing expenses, are staggering . . 
not to mention training for de- 
grees ... post graduate and grad- 
uate. 

Surely, the question must have 
arisen in many minds dealing 
with this problem, as to why both 
Catholic Institutions of learning, 
Dioceses, and other vastly inter- 
ested parties, do not create SPEC- 
IAL SCHOLARSHIP FUNDS FOR 
SUCH LAY APOSTLES. 

Obviously, these will have to be 
judiciously administered — and 
thoroughly screened people who 
will place their newly-acquired 
knowledge at the service of the 
Church for a life-time, but it is 
truly worth giving deep thought 
and consideration to this matter. 
For specialized or professional 
training are the tools of caritas.. 
zeal . . and apostolicity for the 
lay apostolate varies specifically. 

The second point is travelling 
expenses—especially to the dis- 
tant foreign missions. We of Ma- 
donna House would like any in- 
formation about any existing Ca- 
tholic travelling agencies that 
would help us to cut our travel- 
ling expenses—at least, if not by 
half, then by forty percent. or so. 

At the present moment of writ- 
ing, for instance, it is imperative 
for us to take a trip to India... 
another to the British West In- 
dies . . and in the near future an- 
other to Pakistan. Time is of 
the essence. So, obviously flying 
would be the mode of travelling 
we would have to use. The price of 
such trips is well nigh out of the 
reach of an average apostolate. 

We are speaking not yet of 
SENDING A TEAM OUT... for 
funds can be raised among bene- 
factors and groups interested, 
for this. But since, like many 
other apostolates we send our 
teams out for life, and promise the 
Bishop perpetuity and stability, it 
is therefore imperative that a 
member of the Directorate before 
accepting a foundation, see the 
conditions under which the mem- 
bers of the apostolate will func- 
tion as long as life is. 

Only by such a preliminary sur- 
vey, by someone in authority, can 
an intelligent preparation and se- 
lection of members of the aposto- 
late be made. Only after such pre- 
liminary exploration can the 
foundation be set up well. 

As to conventions . . and short 
summer courses. . . some sort of 
special planning by those in 
charge of same would be most 
welcome. An average Catholic 

Convention costs a_ staggering 
sum of money, for a humble apos- 
tolic group, who usually live and 
identify themselves with great 
poverty . .. questions of con- 
science arise as to the luxury of 
the accommodations .. . the price 
of the meals .. . and the fees de- 
manded to attend a_ conference 


that would give additional know- 





Local Directors 
Insist On 
Supremacy of Spirit 


By Thurston Smith 











The Local Directors met in B’s 
log cabin. You get there by cros- 
sing the water on an ancient 
wooden walkway, careful that you 
don’t stumble on the holes be- 
tween the boards. But when you 
arrive, it is a comfortable, relaxed 
atmosphere. The meetings were 
informal, lasting most of a week, 
and were of great help to all. 

Always we came back to the 
supremacy of the spiritual. No one 
of us is worthy to be a Director. 
Only Christ can direct and it is 
He who directs in us; our part is 
to “get out of the way.” There 
was much discussion concerning 
problems. with staff in each of the 
houses, but it all boiled down to 
the question: are we letting Christ 
direct in us? 

We discussed counter-transfer- 
ence (the director’s idea of a staff 
worker being allowed to project it- 
self perhaps unconsciously); psy- 
chiatric problems of behaviour; 
timidity and self-respect as ob- 
stacles to be faced when giving 
Christian motivation -to staff; 
the proper spirit of giving cor- 
rection. Yes, it is the Director who 
must let Christ lead; he must al- 
low himself to be lifted up that 
Christ may shine through con- 
stantly, twenty-four hours out of 
twenty-four. 

It was good to be together again. 
I had not seen Cathy Maynard or 
Theresa Davis in three years, and 
hearing their problems first hand 


helped to give a better picture of 
the apostolate as a whole. It 
brought home how different our 
foundations are. Particularly it 
brought home to me, the only Di- 
rector at present without staff, 
the feeling of what a tremendous 
responsibility it is to have other 








souls under one, and what forti-;ister of Mines for the Province of} 


in weathering the trials that God| 
‘had sent them. Each house is 
\showing the fruits of this “being 
lifted up in Christ”. 

In six years the impact of Ma-| 
'mie Legris and Maryhouse is felt 
jall over the Yukon. In Edmon-}| 
iton, Marian Centre is a by-word 
for the works of charity. In Port- 
land, Winslow and Balmorhea, 
each house, through its Director 
‘and staff, is a beacon of light and 
a center for the corporal and 
spiritual works of mercy. | 

Yet the works are subsidiary to 
the spirit. Even the tidiness or| 


a staff problem exists. Always, the| 
Director’s first duty is to those 
staff workers in the house. For 
instance, when half the staff at 
Marian Centre recently came 
down with the flu, it was a wiser 
thing to close for a few days, than 
to carry on with volunteer staff. 
The Director is always faced with 
decisions like these. 

This second annual meeting of 
the Local Directors was indeed in- 
spiring, for it showed that the 
spirit is first, the works second; 
that action follows being; that 
works follow faith. 


COMBERMERE DIARY 


One item outshines all others 
for the past month at Comber- 
mere! 

The blessing of the statue of 
Our Lady of Combermere! 

The time tables of Divine Provi- 
dence were excellent inasmuch 
as the Local Directors who had 
just completed their annual meet-| 
ings were all still in Combermere 
for this most happy occasion. Ma- 
mie Legris of Dacre, Ontario, was 
here from the Yukon; Dorothy 
Phillips of Buckingham, Ontario, 
was here from Marian Centre in 
Edmonton; Cathy Maynard of 
Connecticut was here from Ari- 
zona; Mary Kay Rowland was 
here from -Portland, Oregon; 
Theresa Davis of Welland, On- 
tario was here from Texas; Thurs- 
ton Smith of Toronto was here 
from the Information Centre in 
Edmonton; and Father Eugene 
Cullinane was here from the Yu- 
kon. 

Many priests were in attend- 
ance including Father Peter Near- 
ing, the Secretary of the Catholic 
Social Life Conference and his 
confere, Father Lavigne, O.ML.I., 
who were accompanied by Father 
O’Grady, S.F.M., newly appoint- 
ed Coordinator for the Canadian 
Catholic Office of Latin American 
and Very Reverend M. J. Mac- 
Lean, Rector of St. Pius X Prep- 
aratory Seminary in Ottawa and 
Father Malcolm MacDonnell of 
the History Department of St. 
Francis Xavier University of An- 
tigonish. Many also of the neigh- 
boring pastors were in attend- 
ance. 

Looking at the guest book we 
found that our good friends, Mr. 
and Mrs. Jack Clarke had made 
the 800 miles round trip from 
Windsor and that Mr. and Mrs. 
Joseph Cushing and Mr. and Mrs. 
Thomas Gibson had come from 
Toronto. Mrs. Joseph Omanique 
had come from Pembroke and the 
sister of our dearly beloved former 
pastor, Father Pat Dwyer, Sister 
Mary Patrick. Also present were 




















Honorable James Maloney, Min- 


tude all the Directors had shown) Ontario, accompanied by his Sis-| th 


ter, Miss Mary Maloney. Mr. and| 
Mrs. Henry Chapeskie of Barry’s| 
Bay and Mrs. A. Morse of Ottawa | 
and Mr. Cortens’ names were also} 
on the roster along with many 
more. 

After the blessing and the an- 
nouncement and promulgation of| 
the official canonical erection of| 
the group as a Pious Union by His| 
Excellency, Most Reverend Wil-| 
liam J. Smith, Bishop of Pem-| 
broke, the Directors left to return | 
to their various houses. | 

Shirlee DeWitt accompanied by | 
Mary Davis and Eddie Doherty| 


Father John DeWitt. 

Diane Zdunich will go to Notre| 
Dame this summer to take a sum-| 
mer course in Gregorian Chant. | 


Approximately twelve of the) 


staff, including Father Paul Be-|vailing among his people, the/pj 


chard, took the summer course} 
on the Kerygmatic 
given by Father Hofinger, S. J., at! 
Marylhurst College, in Portland, 
Oregon. 
Oregon. 

Philip Knight took a course on 
recreation supervision given at 
Madoc, Ontario. 

Joseph Hogan of the Portland, 
Oregon house began studies at the 
University of Portland in sociol-| 
ogy. 

Mamie Legris went to the Bri- 
tish West Indies to contact Bish- 
op Field, O.P. and as a delegate of | 
the Directors General, to investi-| 
gate the possibility of a founda-| 
tion in that area. 

We also had a visit with Mr. and | 
Mrs. Peter Rossi who were on their 
honeymoon. 

Dr. and Mrs. Odenwald and} 
their son, Robert, spent a few days | 
in Combermere. 

At the same time as the bless-| 
ing of the statue of Our Lady of| 
Comebrmere, very quietly and un- 
obtrusively, in his usual way, the 
hand-carved wooden statue of St. 
Joseph arrived from Europe and 
was placed near our flower garden 
in a shrine which was built to re- 
semble the door of a carpentry 
shop. The statue shows a vigorous, 
young man holding in his left 
hand a chisel and in his right 
hand a hammer. Some of our 
guests felt that Our Lady of Com- 
bermere quietly brought with her, 
her spouse and protector, the good 
St. Joseph. 

We also had the opportunity of 
Mass in the Ruthenian Rite by 
Father Michael, C.SS.R., who 
came to talk to Eddie Doherty 
about the possibility of doing a 
biography of Archbishop Sheptyt- 
sky. 

We welcome as new neighbors, 
Mr. and Mrs. Jim Brodie. Mrs. 
Brodie is the sister of Marite 
Langlois, at present in the Ari- 
zona house. 

Our Rural Apostolate teams 
were very active in the formation 
of the Blood Bank at’ Barry’s 
Bay and 278 donors assisted in 
this wonderful program. 

As did all the apostolic groups 
of Canada, we rejoiced to learn 
of the appointment of Rev. Wil- 
liam Power as_ Bishop-Elect of 
Antigonish. 

The Summer School roster is 


|quoting Encyclicals, 


dawn, a new spring. 

Since the turn of the century 
e Church has moved ahead with 
giant strides. Witness the miracu- 
lous development of the Liturgi- 
cal movement, the millions who 
are nourished frequently by the 
Bread of Life; count the thous- 
ands of fervent lay apostles who 
have been made aware of their 
divine life, of the power of their 


love, by Third Orders, Sodalities, | 
the Young Christian Workers, the) 


Young Christian Students, the 
Christian Family Movement, 
secular institutes. 
Then And Now 
A priest celebrating his silver 


neatness of the house itself can| went to Detroit to attend the|jubilee today hardly believes his 
sometimes be allowed to wait, if) First Mass of Shirlee’s brother, | eyes when he recalls the religious 


apathy he encountered in his first 
assignment: a handful of people 
at Communion at Sunday mass, 
a restless laity in the pews, the 
defeatist ghetto mentality pre- 


lack of family prayer, ignorance 


Catechism | of Catholic Social Doctrine, racial | 
Catholics | 


prejudices among 


amounting to group psychoses, 


|Catholic Youth Clubs struggling 
jto entertain an unwilling mem- 


bership, moribund Third Orders, 
bigotry in the secular Press, and 
a deeply rooted Jansenism every- 
where! 

But here and there lonely voic- 
es were beginning to be heard 
calling for 
an apostolic laity, leading small 
groups to more dedicated lives. 
There was Catherine de Hueck in 
the slums of Toronto, Dorothy 
Day in the slums of New York, 


|Father Cardign in the slums of 


Brussels; the Labor Schools; 
Monsignor Sheen; a few papers 


|}and magazines such as the Social 


Forum, the Catholic Worker, In- 
tegrity, Commonweal; Fr. Virgil 
Michel and the Liturgical move- 
ment; Father Peyton and his cru- 
sade for family prayer, and the 
Jocist movement, imported from 
Belgium into Montreal in 1933, 
gradually fanning out to the U.S. 
and to Latin America. 

Priests also began reading the 
Encyclicals and taking them se- 
riously. The Church was on the 
march. 





filled and the reservations at Cana 
Colony are many. We hope that 
all our students will learn more 
about God and the things of God 
and learn to love Him more deep-}| 


ly—which is also our wish for all) 


of our readers. 


Oar Lady ; 
Refuge 
of Sinners 





Waiting the Dawn 
There will be an atomic explo- 
ision, an explosion of love when 
|the laity really awakens, really 
|appreciates its value and power, 
the power of its love. 

We stand on the threshold of 
this new era. The explosion takes 
place at dawn—the new dawn in- 
troduced by the arrival of Our 
Lady of Combermere! 
| Her message is clear and 
simple: “God is love, love Him 
by doing the ordinary duties of 
|your state in life with great love, 
by loving your neighbor. Your 
\love is valuable, redemptive. Her 
message is democratic for she ap- 
peals to all, not only to a few 
“chosen souls”. Her message goes 
|to the root of our troubles; it at- 
|tacks selfishness, hatred, preju- 
| dice. ‘‘Let there be love’,’ she says,, 
“and solutions will be found to all 
problems, and peace fill be restor-. 
|ed.” 

Our Lady of Combermere, pray 
for us. Obtain for us a great love. 





Journey Inward 


By Catherine Doherty 











When I was about ten years 
old, my mother started taking me 
on what she called her ‘walks of 
love’. She was the daughter of a 
doctor and the granddaughter of 
|a doctor and had gathered much 
medical lore in her youth. Three 
\times a week during the summer, 
|when we lived on our estate near 
Moscow, she used to put on sturdy 
| walking shoes, take a large knap 
sack and supplies and give me a 
smaller one. Together we would 
|set off; to visit neighboring vil- 
|lages, all of which were far from 
|any medical help. 

There mother would make her 
“rounds of love’, and tend to the 
sick. I would be set to work clean- 
ing a house of some old person— 
who lived alone—making sure she 
had enough food prepared until 
we came again. 

That was long ago. Perhaps 
these ‘walks and rounds of love” 
of my mother were the means 
{through which God sowed the 
;seed of my present vocation into 
my heart and soul. 

It will be thirty years this Oc- 

tober since I founded and worked 
in, the Lay Apostolate of Friend- 
ship House—now Madonna House 
dealing with the lame and 
the blind, and the sick ... And 
the wretched lonely ones of this 
world of ours. 
The other night there was a 
gh wind around Combermere . . 
jand slashing rain... a real 
storm. I live on an island, heavily 
wooded. Trees in a storm have a 
plaintive voice all their own. I 
slept fitfully and dreamt of walk- 
ing with mother in my childhood, 
on her rounds of love . . of the 
slums of the big cities, where I 
had spent so much of these past 
thirty years. And of the poverty 
I have found round-about me, 
even in this beautiful part of the 
earth. A little poem came to my 
mind when I woke in the morn- 
ing, and I jotted it down: 


The wind 
Was high. 
It wept 
Its tears 
Against 
My door. 


It seemed 
To me 
These were 
The tears 
Of all 
The lame, 
The lost, 
The blind, 
The sick 
The world 
Passed by 
With 

Head high 
And sneering eye. 


I could 
Not sleep. 
The wind 
Was high 
And I 
Was alone 
With 

All men’s 
Tears! 


What does 
One do 
With 
Treasures 
Such as 
These? 














Unto the 
Wind, 


Them 


Made new! 


The wind was 
High 

It wept 

Its tears 
Against 

My door, 

And then, 





It soared! 





Page Four 


RESTORATION 





BISHOP BLESSES SHRINE 


(Continued from Page 1) 
bless and dedicate the diocese, 
and the country, and all the Am- 
ericas, to Our Lady of Comber- 
mere. Graces will go out in ab- 
undance from Our Lady of Com- 
bermere, and this center of Cath- 
olic Action; and we shall all ben- 
efit. All of us. We in the diocese 
and those outside . . 

“As the years go by and we 
seem to be living in a confused 
world, one becoming more con- 
fused all the time, it seems the 
solution of things troubling us 
will be cared for by Our Lady. 
Our Lady promised to help us if 
we did our part. So, if we take 
heed of her words, in whatever 
work we do, and dedicate our- 
selves to her, we will have an op- 
portunity to make recompense to 
God for many of the'sins of the 
world.” 

The Madonna House _ group, 
under the direction of Miss Diane 
Zdunish, the choir directress, sang 
the goodnight hymn to Our Lady 
—“Salve Mater Misericordiae’’. 
And then, under the direction of 
Father Eugene Cullinane, who 
wrote the words, they sang the 
theme song of ‘the apostolate, 
“Lady of Combermere.”’ 

The bishop may 
pleased with their 
stayed to dinner. 


| Live On 
An Island 


By Catherine Doherty 


singing. He 














In Madonna House the working 
day is long . . beginning at 7.15, 
when all of us come together in 
our simple chapel. This has no 
kneelers of any kind, except the 
floor. We sit on benches, made by 
our own men, facing a plain 
wooden table, on which stands a 
lovely tabernacle. Above this 
hangs a life-size crucifix ...a 
very realistic one, at that, that 
never allows us to forget we are 
His apostles 
to help restore at least a part of 
this world for which He died. 

So it Rains? 

A little before 7.15 I leave my 
Russian Isba and cross my bridge 
to get to the mainland and to the 
Chapel. ... Day after day, the 
beauty of God’s morning opens 
its pages to me. It may be a 
rainy day. The old bridge planks 
are wet .. almost black . . their 
mellow grey lost in the water 
that soaks them. The immense 
sweep of the river is half lost in 
the mist. Familiar landmarks be- 
come mysterious, even as famil- 
iar truths suddenly take on new 
meanings . . . and the words of 
the Gospel, for instance, that I 
thought I understood so well, 
suddenly reveal their endless, 
mysterious depths and show me 
once again the immense love of 
Him who spoke them. 

The same with a rainy day on 
my river. It draws my attention 
to the mystery of life and death . . 
to the thinning veil of faith . 
to the glory of charity. 

So It’s Clear 

Or it may be a sparkling spring 
or summer morning when the riv- 
er seems to dance in the rays of 
a glorious sun . . when every leaf 
on every tree seems to vie for the 
attention of the same sun... 
and when there is heady music in 
the air . .. and thoughts turn to 
new things. Thus our souls will 
be filled with gladness at the Sec- 
ond Coming of the Lord. Thus, 
too, will they rejoice when liber- 
ated from the prison of the body, 
and soar upward to meet the 
Lord. 

Or it might be a windy day. . 
with the river silent . . locked by 
ice . . and covered with white 
snow. The bridge itself white . . 
the walking slow and difficult 
(For it is an old bridge, and the 
planks are uneven, and the rail- 
ing is more a_ decorative piece 
than a railing.) It would hold the 
weight of a bird or two, but nev- 
er of a falling body . . should one 
slip and fall. 

So It’s Fall 

I walk slowly and think of 
God’s grace . . how eternally it 
washes the soul white if the soul 
kneels in sorrow and contrition. 
But if it is an autumn day, words 
are useless. The glory of golden 
maples, reflected in the blue of 
the river, and enhanced by the 
blue of the sky .. . the nip in the 
air, bespeaking winter . . . and 
the quietness of all nature, about 
to rest in the Lord’s winter—is in- 
describable. 

Yes, daily I have a meditation 
. . . long before I get to the chap- 
el. For every day the walk from 
my island to the mainland opens 
pages of the Book of Love—that 
God allows me to read . . so that 
filled with their beauty, I am 
drawn closer to Him at Mass — 
and my day is filled with beauty, 
long as it may be..and with 
responsibility and hard work. 


. . called by Him. .| 


| 





have been|us—via the 


| 


So It’s Any Time 

The morning walk across the 
bridge helps to keep me going... 
until I return in the darkness of 
a warm summer night, full of 
stars, or in the cold darkness of 
a wintry night, when snow is 
falling and bitter’ winds make 


ime hasten my steps from the 


mainland to my island. 

Yet—the wonder of the peace 
that envelops me when I close the 
doors at any season of the year. . 
is daily with me. My Isba, my Rus- 
sian log cabin, is as peaceful as 
my Island. I rest in it long before 
I fall asleep .. . for I know that it 
is the peace of the Lord . . that 
no one can take away from me. 


One Man's Scrap Is 
Another Man's Gold 


Has anybody got an old electric- 
al washing machine? One or 
more? We can use several. Many 
buy the new Bendix style — and 
th old-faithful is discarded. May- 
be—perhaps—you could ship it to 
Canadian National 
Railroad, to Barry’s Bay, Ontario 
... addressing it to Madonna 
House. We easily could pick it up 
there. So. many _ poor families 
would be so_ grateful for them. 
And we need one for our Cana Col- 
ony—to which so many families 
come to learn of God and the 
things of God. ~ 

Did your son collect old coins 
when he was young — or old 














| stamps? Have you stamp albums 


} 





started by little boys with grubby 
fingers—who now are all grown 
up—and may be judges, lawyers, 
or doctors? We would be grateful 
for old coins and stamp collec- 
tions. We can put them to many 
uses. 

Remnants of material — any 
kind of material, from the dress 
that you have sewn _ recently. 
Remnants of yard goods are most 
welcome. Also remnants of wool, 
those half-finished balls of wool 
that were left over from your last 
knitting or crochetting spree. We 
surely need those ... the more 
the better. 

Any good farmer has a chain- 
harrow? We desperately need one. 
And if you are dismantling your 
chicken coops, maybe you have 
nests that you once upon a time 
bought—nests for egg-laying. We 
would be grateful for those. 

Carpentry tools, automobile 
tools, welding equipment of any 
kind, are very much needed in 
our growing apostolate. - 

Now that you have _ installed 
your sink and running water, and 
that bathtub where the children 
now take a bath, how about those 
old wash-tubs? And the wash 
basins, round and oval, that you 
used to wash your dishes in? 
Tin and enamel—how we would 
like to get those! And your cauld- 
rons—the old heavy kind, made of 
iron. 

There used to be, in the old 


.| farms, kettles made of heavy cast- 


iron. These and any other cook- 
ing utensils made of cast-iron are 
welcome. In our kitchen farm, 
they are just the thing to make 
headcheese and all kinds of other 
old-fashioned delicious products. 
Modern stuff burns the food so 
easily. 

Baked beans have never tasted 
better than in one of those -iron 
pots, or the old-fashioned clay 
baked ones. If you have any, we’d 
love to have one—if you don’t 
neéd them. 

Crocks of all kinds . . also old- 
fashioned—for pickles and such— 
would be most welcome. 

And again addressing ourselv- 
es to all our friends in the med- 
ical profession in Canada and 
U.S.A., we beg humbly of your 
samples. Whatever you can 
spare from sending to Dr. Dooley, 
the great missionary, we will 
thank you for. 

And books of all kinds, for child- 
ren and adults. .. GOOD READ- 
ING, not necessarily religious, 
but fit to put into a travelling 
“pookmobile” library and our 
own library that goes out 
throughout. Canada by mail. We 
can also use... 

Yard goods—cotton, silk, wool, 
of any length .. . left-overs. These 
make nice pants for little boys 
going to school... and little 
girls’ dresses of all sizes, so much 
needed here abouts. 

For ourselves your old beach 
robes. The Madawaska passes our 
doors. It is a lovely river. We need 
bathing suits too. 

Old suitcases—that are perhaps 
not too elegant. We don’t mind. 
Our apostolate is one of the 
“travellingest” I know. We are 
constantly opening new missions 
—and there is a shortage of suit- 
cases... 

MAJOR ITEMS ... BEDS... 
TABLES ... AND CHAIR. 

God sends us vocations . . Al- 
leluia! Alleluia! Each young man 
or woman He sends us must have 
a bed. If you have double-bunks 


(the cheap kind—iron stuff), we 





would be only too delighted to 
receive them. Perhaps our good 
friends, the religious in charge of 


-| hospitals—under the new govern- 


ment.insurance plan—may be dis- 
carding old beds for better ones. 
Or maybe boarding schools are 
changing their bed patterns. We 
would be delighted to have the 
beds. If the shipping charges 
aren’t too high—and they can be 
shipped via charity rates—if over 
100 lbs. (via freight)—-we would 
gladly asume same, for a quantity. 

As far as chairs are concern- 
ed, we would accept any kind of 
kitchen and table chairs. We are 
in no need of soft arm chairs— 
the comfy kind—just straight- 
back ordinary chairs. 

As far as tables are concerned, 
the plain dining room table, or 
kitchen table ... and office 
desks—are most welcome. 

We are most in need of four- 
drawer-letter-filing—steel or wood 
cabinets. Many offices are chang- 
ing these, and we would be glad 
to receive the old ones, if in your 
charity you can spare them. They 
are so easily shipped! 


Refreshing to Visit 
“Christian Family” 


By Mary K. Rowland 














Stella Maris House, Portland, 
Oregon — We hear much these 
days about families and all the 
influences diverting them from a 
Christian way of life. These influ- 
ences are certainly legion! I find 
it immensely refreshing to visit 
some of our young families who 
are witnessing by their lives to a 
Christian Family ideal. 

Tom and Judy have a large 
family—all in school except the 
baby. Television used to be a 
problem in their house. They be- 
gan discussing the programs. 
What’s the plot? Realistic or fan- 
tasy? Is sin presented as such, or 
as good? Are the standards Chris- 
tian, or pagan and materialistic? 
After a few sessions, the children 
began to look at TV differently. 
How they turn. them off. Mom 
and Dad have control over what is 
seen and what is not. 

Wise Parents 

Mom and Dad must know the 
Christian approaches to many 
subjects. They learn from read- 
ing, and praying, and discussing 
these things with friends. Slowly 
this penetrates a neighborhood. 
Judy and Tom Jr. call their 
friends to come play during the 
former favourite TV show time. 
They share their opinions with 
their playmates — and the play- 
mates with their families. So the 
circle widens... 

Bob and Jane have smaller 
children—are most careful what 
they watch. The programs are se- 
lected carefully, to be sure that 
it is entertainment, light and 
happy and not based on material- 
istic values. Bob and Jane spend 
time playing with their children 
and try to get them outside doing 
healthy creative activities. 

Gerry and Jean have a beauti- 
ful home. Their children go off to 
the playroom in the basement 
after they greet the guests. There 
the oldest takes charge. When 
someone needs correcting, he is 
corrected lovingly, firmly and im- 
mediately, regardless of who is 
there. It is a tremendous discip- 
line for Mother or Dad to do this, 
but the children know they won’t 
get away with anything just be- 
cause company is there. There is 
only one standard of behaviour. 
Trusting the justness of their 
parents, the children are very 


open. 

Each child is appreciated for 
his own individual personality. No 
two are treated the same. Gerry 
helps Jean with the floors and 
windows on Saturday. The child- 
ren follow the example. The 6 
year old can scrape dishes and 
put them in the washer. All the 
children pick up their own toys 
before meals — and run errands 
around the house. They feel part 
of a family—and love one another 
very much... 

Wise Children 

Jim and Mary have five, three 
in school, two at home. When 
Dad comes home at night, Mom 
gets a kiss and kids get Daddy. 
This is their hour with him, a 
cherished time. Mom gets dinner 
without interruptions. After din- 
ner everyone helps with the dish- 
es—and then family prayers. . 

For a family filled with readers, 
the best treat is the reading hour 
after prayers, where adventures 
are shared, stories read and told 
and discussed... 

Marge and Jack like to sing— 
especially folk songs. Many an 
hour is spent around the piano. 
Of course you have to be careful. 
Singing leads to folk dancing, 
which leads to little neighborhood 
programs, which leads to research 
at the library for the proper cos- 
tumes, which leads to refresh- 
ments from the particular coun- 
tries. Then come books about the 


children of these and, how they 


live and work and play—about 
art, music, industry. One country 
leads to its next door neighbor— 
to a whole continent—and around 
the world... 

This is fun, enriching and edu- 
cational. The enthusiasm affects 
the neighbors, and soon many are 
involved in the project . . The cre- 
ativeness of the children extends 
itself to “plays” in the attic with 
penny admittance — impromptu 
dances on the lawn . . . neighbor- 
hood studies of insects and plants 
. . Their children are blessed with 
an awareness of God’s goodness 
in people and nature — and their 
personalities are developed. 








Desert Paradise 


By Anne Altermatt 











Saragosa, Texas—Hi—Coming 
to visit us in our Saragosa school? 
We’re not asking you to play out- 





side with us because it’s a sunny 
|day. Y&u’d need sun glasses and 
|you’d have to stick close to the 
\building to be out of the glare. 
|Wish we could offer you a blade 
of grass or a tree for shelter. 

On cloudy days it’s cold and 
damp. On windy days you’d find 
yourself blinded by the blowing 
dirt. Besides, if you stay out here, 
you’d find yourself wanting to 
rake the rocks out of the way so 
we'd have a place to play and eat 
our lunch in comfort. Then you 
wouldn’t have time to get to 
know us. And that’s really what 
we want. 

So, come on in! Glad you came 
this month, not last. At first our 
room was just as barren as out- 
side. We had a blackboard, desks, 
chairs and texts— but nothing to 
make you want to come back to- 
morrow. 

Tape No Tacks 

But then the miracle of Love 
started sweeping in to us. Our 
prayers, and those of countless 
others, brought gifts of paper, 
pencils, crayons and scissors our 
way—more than we had ever 
seen before. And books! Some 
falling apart. Others brand new. 
But all readable and repeatedly 
read. Our librarian reminds us 
to wash our hands and leave the 
books neat. All of us (grades 1-5) 
arrange and disarrange our 25 
books a dozen times a day. We’re 
discovering we like to read. And 
we startle the teacher by read- 
ing to each other when she’s busy 
with other groups. We bring 
flowers and rocks to “pretty” 
things up. And we tape our cre- 
ations on the walls, trusting 
they'll hold up. (We can’t tack 
into cement and adobe.) 

It’s hard for us to talk English 
all day; we speak Spanish at 
home. But it gets easier as we 
learn the names of foods, cloth- 
ing, and everyday things that 
happen to us. It’s worlds easier 
now that we get some letters and 
gifts from English-speaking 
people—who love us just because 
we’re us. That still surprises us— 
The love we mean. Because 
there’s lots of “Anglos” who for- 
get we’re God’s children. 

It’s fun being a Latin-Ameri- 
can, especially when the Anglos 
discover we are so lovable. Like 
one lady who discards anything 
that’s not entirely useful. We 
wrote her letters to thank her 
for paper and_ erasers and 
Bibles. She’s cleaned out her 
closets many times since then, 
but won’t part with our letters 
for anything. It’s because we love 
her and said so. She’s alone and 
needs that love; we need hers, 
too, and we need the gifts she 
gives us. 

Pardon Us a Second 

Oh, you’ll stay for recess, lunch 
and after school! If we disappear 
for a little, teacher may be treat- 
ing us for an infection, lice or 
boils. Or she may be sewing us 
into our too tight (or too loose) 
and always too worn clothing. We 
only tell her if we're in serious 
trouble and only if we love and 
trust her. 

Yes, we eat tortillas and beans 
every day. Most of us don’t eat 
breakfast. We think tomatoes 
give you appendicitis and grape- 
fruit are liable to kill you. Teach- 
er says no. We think maybe she’s 
right; but we’ll be convinced only 
if she doesn’t die this year! 

We won’t: hurry home from 
school now. We love the beauty 
we’re creating and we love our 
two stoves. We warm up by them 
in the morning and leave them 
reluctantly as it cools off in late 
afternoon. We don’t have sweat- 
ers, coats or woolens. Our shoes 
vary from sandals to cowboy 
boots but rarely do they fit just 
right. So we limp when they’re 
too tight, or we lose them when 





ps shoes when our fathers work 
only about six months of the 
year (if it’s a good year) and we 
have lots of children in our fam- 
ily. We don’t have blankets and 
sheets either—so we huddle to- 
gether for warmth. 

What do we do for fun? We 
make it for ourselves. We can’t 
buy it. That’s good as long as we 
can find the means, and some- 
times people to show us the way. 
Pabla made her doll out of an 
ice cream stick and catalog arms 
and legs. There’s lots of debris 
to make huts out of, and plenty 
of bugs to chase and birds to 
“sling-shot.” 

Pocket Shrines 

We cut up old magazines when 
we have them and just talk about 
the pictures. If they’re holy pic- 
tures we hang them in a corner 
of our house or maybe carry our 
shrine in our pocket. If some one 
has a treat, like pumpkin seeds, 
they are passed all around. We 
even pass a lolly-pop (one lick to 
everybody) until teacher catches 
us. 

We show our love by gifts of 
food (while we have it). We plant 
cactus in coffee cans, wink at 
teacher when we say good-night; 


ioners the need for more pews. 
To most of them it seemed an un- 
reasonable request since so few 
were ever there at the same time. 
But the priest held firm, and 
was unwilling to have us do any- 
thing on the wall at all. 

Howard was disappointed. The 
miracle had become very real to 
him — a thing of unquestioned 
splendor! He wanted the church 
to have the most beautiful thing 
ever to come into his life. Now he 
died a little. 

I prayed I might help him. 
When I returned to my solitudes 
in the cave the night was already 
black, with the winds whipping 
the clouds past my cliff, and off 
into a cut in the mountains. — 

I flung out into the boiling 
whiteness and darkness my ur- 
gent need to help my friend. 
“Blessed Mother, you will show 
me the way. Let us understand 
why the priest is right.” 

What Our Lady Wants 

I sat down with the sputtering 
candle, and wrote my friend; 
“Dear Howard. You know the 
Miracle is there in that space; 
and I too can visualize it there. So 
to both of us it exists in that 
space. So long_as we both know 
it’s there—that is the essence of 





and stay around for hours clean- 


ing up and passing back papers. | 


Never tired, always willing. 

We love company and ask you 
to “pass” into our house while 
you wait for Mass in Saragosa, 
three days a week and Sunday. 
We feel quite at home in our 
Church which is right in the 














we run and jump. It’s hard to! 


center of our lives. We dust the 
kneelers and sweep the floor. 
We'll be happy in January when 
Teresa, Marilyn and Joe teach us 
more about God in His Mass. 
Now we sing hymns in Spanish 
(wholeheartedly and in any 
key); we manage an English Hail 
Mary; and we “Amen” 


We're glad you 


reading better. And we won’t 


fight quite so much to be the 
one to give you a chair. We are} 
learning how much God loves us, || - 
are. So|f 

too. In Our|; ~ 
Lady of Guadalupe, 80 Saragosa || 


how loving His people 


we’re loving more, 


Youngsters. 





Steeple On The Grass 


By Jos. Heidl 











St. Vincent’s church is actually 


a church and a half. The half|> 


that should be on top houses the 


bells; but it sits off to the right|; 


in a patch of nice green grass. 
This part of the church rings 
happily, but still seems penitent. 


And it is strange to be on the}; 


same level with the bells as one 
approaches for Mass. A sign 
reading “Go next door” is almost 
needed. 


Next door is the chapel itself. |; 
Simple and to the point, it is;|" 
even a little shabby and in need|) 


of many things it takes to make 
a place of worship. 

The tireless priest’ cannot hold 
regular Mass and be certain of 
full attendance. The parishion- 
ers are scattered on ranches and 
in the mountain, and_ there 
might be only a few at Mass. But 


even though these people can-|) 


not always get to Mass, many 


think of ways to improve their |} 


church. 

That is what happened with 

my friend, Mr. Dearhamer. 
What Howard Wants 

Nobody would think of putting 
the steeple up where it belongs, 
and it is a safe bet that each has 
some idea about what should be; 
done. So, when Dr. Howard Dear- 
hamer approached me _ about 
doing something to the church, I 
visualzed both of us struggling 
to hoist the steeple into place. 

But I suppose it will remain 
where it is. It isn’t unpleasing, 
but it ought to be up on top. Yet 
I feel that if they eventually put 
it up there, the entire structure 
will collapse. 

Howard wanted the Miracle of 
Fatima painted on one wall and 
St. Anthony on the other. 

You could tell he had saved up 
some money by the quiet way he 
was excited. I promised I would 
do it for the cost of the materials, 
and Howard was on Cloud Nine. 

What Father Wanted 
The priest had long been try- 


every || 
“per omnia saecula saeculorum.) |; 
came. Next}; 
time you come—you will, won’t|” 
you?—we’ll be talking more and|/ 


our Faith!” 

In that moment I knew, some- 
how, that Father was right. 
There should be more pews. 
| And, the funny thing about it, 
|the steeple sitting on the ground 
\in the nice patch of green grass 
|will always be taller than I saw 
it. And the sound of the bells 
will hold a secret for both Howard 
and me, though not for others; 
and, invisible to prying eyes, The 
Miracle of Fatima will always be 
on the west wall of our Church 
and a Half. 


one 





MATT TALBOT 
This figure, of course, could be 
none other than of Matt Talbot, 
the Irish laborer now waiting the 
process of beatification. Matt was 
a drunkard in his early youth. He 


took the pledge and kept it. He 
lived a saintly life. He never had 
a picture taken, and nobody ever 
drew a sketch of him. This is the 
way our friend J. Heidt imagines 
him Mr. Heidt, who can some- 
times be found at Pioneer Lodge, 
Forsyth, Mo., and oftener further 
away—in some western mine or 
other—is a sculptor and a poet. 
He is also a friend of St. Joseph, 
as well as a pal of Matt’s. And he 
has written several pieces for 
Restoration, for which until now 





ing to impress upon his parish- 


we have had no space. 
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